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136 - SERMONS AND ESSAYS 


the high noon of the year, the day of light and roses, 
when the four London lodges, having erected them- 
selves into the first grand lodge, named their first 
grand master. 


In the year 1832 Jews were premitted to become 
members of the craft. The first Irish lodge was opened 
at Dublin in 1830. ‘The English constitutions were 
adopted wholesale. In Scotland the history of -Free- 
masonry close resembles what took place in Treland. 
The singular myth that Freemasonry is derived 
through Scotland from the historic order of the Tem- 
plars has been exploded by Wilcke in his “History of 
the Order.” For easy reference, see “Chambers’ En- 
cyclopedia” and “Encyclopedia Britannica;”’ article 
“Freemasonry.” 

In writing these articles I have not been actuated by 
any bitter or partisan feelings, but a desire to serve the 
cause of truth. I have studiously avoided the use of 
abusive language, both as respects the institution and 
the individual members thereof. My sincere prayer is 


that Christians, especially, may see the truth and turn 
from every false and human way. If all that the most’ 


ardent member of the order claims for it were true, it 
would still be a useless institution so far as Christians 
are concerned, and I could not be a member of it. As 


it is, it is not only useless, but a hindrance to Christian’ 


activity, and, therefore, wrong and sinful. 
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BREEDLOVE 


Mary Frances Rogers was born at Woodlawn, 
Ouachita County, Ark., August 18, 1850, and died at 
Millville, in the same county and State, January 29, 
1910, aged fifty-nine years, five months, and sixteen 
days. She confessed her Savior on Saturday, January 
29, and was baptized on Sunday, January 30, 1869,. 
It is a little remarkable that her death should occur on 
Saturday, the forty-first anniversary of her confes-. 
sion, and that she should be buried on Sunday, the 
forty-first anniversary of her baptism into Christ. 
Forty-one years, by faith in Christ, she walked with 
God, with heaven, her journey’s end, in view. Sup- 
ported by his staff and rod, her road was safe and 
pleasant, too. She died as she had lived—trusting in 
Jesus. She was opposed to all additions to the simple 
worship of the New Testament. She loved God’s word: 
and: ways, and strove to train her children up in the 
faith and hope of their mother. She was married to 
the writer of these lines on September 1, 1870, and - 
became the mother of nine children—three boys and - 
six girls—all of whom lived to grow to manhood and 
womanhood. She often expressed her desire to live 
to see all of her children become Christians. This de- 
sire was granted. All of her children became Chris- 
tians early in life, Her oldest son began preaching 
before he was twenty years old. Like his mother, he 
loved the pure and simple teachings of the New Testa- 
ment and preached it faithfully while he lived. She 
was much alone with her children while they were 
young, and her unfeigned faith and deep piety made 
an impression upon their minds that will not be for- 
gotten. Nightly while thus alone, ere she retired to 
rest, she would call them around her, read a lesson 
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pray for them. Our second daughter ‘said to me not 
long since: “I have always thought mother could pray 
the sweetest prayer I ever heard.” She was a great 
sufferer; and while she bore her suffering with pa- 
tience, in the last years of her life she often said: “If 
it were the Lord’s will, I would gladly go and be at 
rest.” Her last words were: “Now, let me rest.” 

She had suffered so long and so intensely at times 
that a rather hard, painful expression seemed to have 
settled upon her face, and I feared it would remain 
after death; but a more peaceful, restful expression I 
never saw upon a human face than rested upon hers 


after death. She seemed to be just resting, sweetly 


resting. 


Precious wife, loving mother, we miss you here; but. 
we hope to meet you in the “sweet by and by,” where. 


sad partings will come no more and where sad fare- 
wells: will never be spoken. 

She was kind and generous almost to a fault. .She 
was never so happy and contented as when she was 
doing something for the relief, benefit, or happiness of 
others. Her last sickness was brought on by exposure 
in helping to care for a little child which was badly 
burned near where she was staying with one of her 
daughters at the time. But her work is done. Her 
last words of cheer and comfort have been spoken. 
Her last deeds of kindness have been done. She has 
gone to receive her crown. 


Now let me rest. My work is done; 
The battle is fought, the victory won 
And at the feet of Christ, my Lord, 

I lay aside my trusty sword. 


No longer called to battle here’ ‘ 
With sin and wrong and doubt and fear, 
I gladly leave these scenes and rise 
To gain my mansion in the skies. . 


"Tis sad to leave you sweet ones here, 
Whom I have loved so long and dear; 
But, then, it won’t be long, you know, 
Till you my darlings, too must go. 
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And we shall meet in that blessed home 
Where death and partings never come, 
But, with angels bright above, 

Will ever sing redeeming love. 


HAGOOD 


Addie Dement was born on September 2, 1812; was 
married to Thomas Hagood on February 7, 1827; and 
died on February 16, 1897. Her life was a long and 
eventful one. Her husband preceded her to the spirit 
land nine years.. She was the mother of fourteen chil- 
dren, eleven of whom lived to be grown, but eight of 
whom had gone to join their father “in the sweet by 
and by” ere their mother went. “Grandma Hagood,” 
as we all called her, obeyed the gospel, under the 
preaching of Brother Greer, in Mississippi, on the 
third Lord’s day in July, 1845, and ever after lived an 
ardent and consistent Christian life. She was remark- 
ably honest, frank, and candid, seldom, if ever, mani- 
festing the timeserving spirit so often seen in the lives 
of some professing Christians. She loved the Master’s 
cause and word and opposed all additions thereto. Her 
devotion to the Master and her steady advocacy of his 


cause is seen in the fact that her husband, all her chil- 


dren who lived to years of maturity, together with all 
her sons-in-law (save one) and all her daughters-in- 
law, were brought into the church of Christ almost 
entirely through her influence. , Her firm faith, her 
Juoyant hope and her steadfast purpose in the service 
of Christ fell like a benediction upon all who came 


within the circle of her influence. When I first came 


to Tyro, I found Grandma Hagood living here, and 


ever afterwards when I visited Tyro I made it a point 
to spend part of the time with her. It was a real pleas- 
ure to talk with her of things spiritual and eternal. 
But a few days before her death I visited her. She 
was very feeble. Old age had about done its work. 
She could speak barely above a whisper, but she 
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grasped my hand warmly, saying: “I am still lingering 
here; I don’t know why, unless it is the Heavenly Fa- 
ther’s will. If it were his will, I had rather go and be 
at rest. I know I have always been very weak and im- 
perfect. I claim nothing for what I have done. I am 
simply trusting Jesus.” She.then quoted very fer- 
vently: 
Jesus, my Lord, I know his name 
His name is all my trust; 


‘Nor will he put my soul to shame, 
Nor let my hope be lost. 


Firm‘as his throne his promise stands , 
And he can well secure 

What I’ve committed to his hands 
Till his decisive hour. 


Then will he own my worthless name 
Before his Father’s face, 

And in the New Jerusalem 
Appoint for me a place. : 

Grandma Hagood leaves three children, a large num- 
ber of grandchildren and great-grandchildren, and a 
host of friends to mourn their loss; but our present 
loss is her eternal gain. Rest, dear mother, till the 
bright morning dawn and we meet again In glory. 


IN MEMORIAM 


Ethel Virginia Peacock (nee Breedlove) came to. 
spend a while with us on October 12, 1884; was mar- 
ried to R. B. Peacock on December 25, 1907; remained » 
with us twenty-nine years, four months, eight days: 
and went home on February 20, 1914. 


My darling little Ethel, 
How sad to say farewell! 
How sad to see thee going, 
No more with us to dwell! 
How sad it is to leave thee 
Alone within the tomb! 
How sadly we shall miss thee 
Through all the years to come! 
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I dearly love thee, daughter; 
But I must say farewell, 
My sad, heartbreaking feeling 
No human tongue can tell. 
Thy dear eyes, gently beaming, 
Ever looked their love for me; 
But they have ceased their gleaming, 
No more they’ll smile on me. 


But I am not complaining; 

I’d call thee not again 
To suffer pain and anguish 

In this world of sin and pain. 
Thy gentle, loving spirit 

Has ceased from trouble here, 
And gone to live with Jesus 

In a mansion bright and fair. 


That mansion bright, dear Ethel, 
I hope some day to see, 

With you and my dear Savior 
For evermore to be. 

There we shall live forever, 
And of his glories tell 

Who came and died to save us. 
Till then, dear one, farewell. 


“DADDY” 


WISNER 


It becomes my sad duty to chronicle the death of the 
dearest, most faithful, and most helpful earthly friend 
I ever had—Francis Landmun Wisner. Brother Wis- 
ner was born in Bartholomew County, Ind., January 
23, 1856, and died in Ashley,County, Ark., April 9, 
1916, being sixty years, two months, and twenty-six 
days old. 

Brother Wisner was faithful in all thea relations and 
walks of life. He was most kind and generous. His 
heart and hand were open to every geod word and 
work. I sincerely thank God for his life, his confidenca 
his brotherly love, and his helpfulness. I shall hardly 
see his like again. : 
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Brother Wisner was not prefect—none of us are; 
but he overcame and rose above his weaknesses, and his 
life, considered. as a whole, was earnest and Christ- 
like. He understood his duty as a Christian and gave 
liberally of his means to the spread of the gospel. 


Brother Wisner’s death was sudden and most unex- 
pected at the time. He had often prayed that, iz it 
were the Master’s will the end might come as it did. 
Without a moment’s warning, a pain, or a struggle, he 
sweetly fell asleep in Jesus. He was ready. He fell 
with the armor on. The battle has been fought, the 
victory won; the crown will be given. 


Brother Wisner leaves a devoted wife, two sons, 
three daughters, two brothers, one sister, and a large 
circle of friends and relatives to mourn their joss, but 
not without hope. Our loss is his gain. 


Sister Wisner and all the children, save one, are my 
children in Christ. My heart goes out to them in this 
sad hour of death and mourning. May the God of all 
comfort, sustain and keep them unto his eternal king- 
dom, is my sincere prayer. Brother Wisner, we shall 
meet again some day. 


Father has gone to that fair city. 
How sadly we shall miss him here! 
But'he has gone to live with Jesus 
In that bright home just over there. 


Yes, father is gone, but not forever; 
We'll meet him again by and by 

In that fair land where death comes never 
In that beautiful home on high. 


Father has gone to that fair city, 
Troubles and trials over here; 
Father has gone to that fair city, 
Where no heartaches—they shed no tears, 


Father has gone to that fair city— 
That city so fair and so true; 

Through all the coming years of sorrow 
He’ll ever watch and wait for you. 
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We’ll meet some day in that fair city 
To which dear father now has gone, 
Ever with him and our dear Savior 
To live in that beautiful home. 


HAGOOD 


Miss Annie Hagood, oldest daughter of George W. 
and Dovie Ann Hagood, was born at Tyro, Ark., Sep- 
tember 27, 1869; was baptized by the writer in Au- 
gust, 1887; and died at Garland, Texas, June 1, 1904, 
being thirty-four years, eight months, and four days 
old the day she died. She was one of the purest women 
and one of the most devoted Christians it has ever been 
my good fortune and my pleasure to know. 


She did not murmur or complain 
Beneath the chastening rod; 
But in the hour of grief and pain 

She leaned upon her God, 


who whispered gently: “My grace is sufficient for : 
thee.” “I will never leave thee nor forsake thee.” ° 
“Re thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee a 
crown of life.” “They that bear the cross shall wear 
the crown.” She bore her cross patiently, faithfully, 
uncomplainingly. She has only gone to receive her 
crown. One such Christian life is worth more to the 
poor, sin-burdened sons and daughters of men than all 
the human theories and infidel philosophies in the 
world. May God help those who knew Annie to strive 
to be as she was, to do as she did, and to die as she died. 


JOHNSON 


The following is a copy of an address delivered by 
the writer at the burial of Brother Homer Johnson: 

We are here to bury the mortal remains of our young 
and highly esteemed friend and brother, Homer John- 
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son. - This is a sad scene. My sympathies are stirred 
to their very depths for Brother and Sister Johnson, 
who mourn the loss of a noble son. How vacant and 
cheerless their disconsolate and almost desolate home 
must be! I gladly mingle my prayers and tears witn 
theirs. May God in his infinite goodness and mercy 
comfort ‘them in this dark hour of bereavement and 
deep sorrow. All things, we are assured, shall work 
together, for good to them who love God Homer had 
just entered the rosy morning of a pure and noble man- 
hood. He was twenty-one years, four months, and 
twenty-seven days old the day he died. His life 
was pure, his character unblemished. I knew him from 
childhood. I never knew him to be guilty of wrong. 


I never met any one who had ought to say against 
Homer. ; 


None knew him but to love, 
None named him but to praise. 


To his parents he was kind and obedient; to his rela- 
tives he was devoted and true; to his associates he was 
generous and agreeable; to his friends he was frank 
and faithful. As a student, he was respectful, prompt, 
and studious. His mind was bright, his perception 
quick, and his intellectural powers of a high order. The 
future for him was bright and full of promise. We 
feel that if he had lived he would have risen in useful- 
ness to eminence and distinction. As it is, his life is 
not lost. His influence was good. It will increase 
through coming years, rebound to the glory of God and 
the good of man. Homer was a Christian. I remem- 
ber well the time he confessed the Savior and was bap- 
tized; I remember, to, the joy it gave his mother to 
see him baptized and raised to walk in newness of life. 
I rejoice that it was through my humble labors he was 
led into the fold of christ. In saying this, I do not un- 
derrate the home training and Christian example of 
his father and mother which did so much to prepare 
the way for that all-important event; but I thank God 
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for the privilege and pleasure of the part I was per- 
mitted to act. I always feel deeply interested in those 
whom I baptize, and I loved Homer all the more be- 
cause I baptized him. He was one of my spiritual chil- 
dren. JI repeat: This is a sad scene; but into its dark- 
ness and gloom the star of hope pours his heavenly 
beams, and we sorrow not as those who have no hope. 
We believe that Jesus died and rose again, and that 
those that sleep in Jesus God will bring with him. 
These words are very full of comfort and cheer to the 
hearts of sorrowing Christians who mourn the loss of 
loved ones. How they bring home to the heart the 
thought: ‘“We’ll meet again!” This body, sown in 
weakness, shall be raised in power; sown a natural 
body; it.shall be raised a spiritual body; sown a mor- 
tal body, it shall be raised an immortal body. This 
corruption must put on incorruption ; this mortal must 
put on immortality. Then shall be brought to pass the 
saying: “Death is swallowed up in victory. O, death, 
where is thy sting? ‘O, grave, where is thy victory?” 
Thanks be unto God, who giveth us the victory through 
our Lord Jesus Christ. 


As surely as he o’ercame 
And triumphed once for you, 

So surely shall you that trust his name 
Triumph in-him, too. 


Then weeping friends, life up your drooping heads 
and dry your scalding tears. That heart, so still and 
pulseless now, shall throb and bound. with the pulses 
of immortal life; that voice, now hushed in death, shall 
ring in the melodies of redemption’s song; those eyes, 
all glazed and sightless now, shall open with increased 
powers of vision upon the unveiled glories of the heav- 
enly world; those feet, So cold and rigid now, shall 
tread the golden streets of the city of God; those hands, 
so cold and iey now, shall clasp your hands again on 
the bright eternal shore. I do not take the view of 
death that some do. I believe death is a part of the 
original plan and purpose of God. I see it in the ripen- 
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ing fruit, the fading flower, the falling leaf, the decay- 
ing oak. I see the resurrection beautifully symbolized 
in the happy return of spring, with its swelling buds, 
its opening fowers, and its singing birds. Death is a 
transition from the life below to the life above, a pass- 
ing from the home here to the home over yonder, one 
rung in the ladder of immortality, one step in the stair- 
way of glory. Then, 


Why should we mourn departing friends, 
Or shake at death’s alarms? 

‘Tis but the voice that Jesus sends 
To call them to his arms. 


Homer, farewell. Sweet be thy rest till the bright 
morning dawns and we meet again in glory. 


MEMORIAM 


Dr. R. L. Barr was born in Knox County, Mo., No- 


vember 4, 1863. He came with his father and mother 
to Arkansas in his childhood and lived in Arkansas un- 
til his death. He came to the southern part of the 
State about twenty-five years ago, where he practiced 
his profession until his death. 

Dr. Barr. was married to Miss Nettie Roberts, of 
Lacey, Ark., on the 15th day of January, 1896, with 
whom he lived happily until the Master called him 
home. They were blessed with one child, a son, who 
lives to comfort his mother in her loneliness. ° 

Dr. Barr died, after an illness of only four days, on 
January 11, 1817, being fifty-three years old. He died 
at Ladelle, Ark., where he had lived only one month. 

Dr. Barr possessed many noble traits of character 
and did much good in the world. He was an affection- 
ate husband, a kind and indulgent father, a good neigh- 
bor, a steadfast friend, and generous almost to a fault. 
His was the spirit of the poet who sang: 








‘ 
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Teach me to feel another’s woe, 
To hide the fault I see. 

That Mercy I to others show, 
That mercy show to me. 


The writer knew him intimately for many years, 
and loved him much. It was he who heard his confes- 
sion and baptized him ere he was fully grown. He is 
now in the hands of the Judge of all the earth, who 
doeth all things well. He looketh upon the heart; and 
when the roll is called up yonder, we shall confidently 
expect Dr. Barr to answer to his name: “Saved by the 
blood of Jesus.” 


Nothing in my hands I bring; 
Simply to the cross I cling. 


May He who is a present help in trouble, comfort 
and keep the lonely widow and the orphan boy unto 
His eternal kingdom. 


Our friends whom we so dearly love, 
All must answer to the solemn call. 

‘Tis better they should live above 
Than to have had no friends at all. 


They’ve only joined the ransomed host, 
Where no hearts ache or tears do fall. 
‘Tis better to have loved and lost 
Than not to have loved at all. 





< 


IN MEMORIAM 


Asha Julia Lam, the subject of this brief sketch, was 
born near Monticello, Ark., February 17, 1857, and 
died here January 21, 1919, being sixty-one years, 
eleven months, and four days old. She spent her entire 
life in Drew County, and was well known and had 
many friends among the people here. 
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She was married to W. T. Grisham, with whom she 
lived happily, December 18, 1874. Eleven children— 
seven sons and four daughters—were born to them. 
Four of the children—two sons and two daughters— 
preceded their mother to the spirit land. The sons 
a to become men, but the daughters died in child- 

ood. 

_ Mrs. Grisham was a woman of strong character, pos- 
itive conviction, and always frank and candid. She 
never left any one in doubt as to her meaning. Her 
sanguinary temperament was tempered by a thought- 
ful kindness. She was kind to every one. She was 
an affectionate wife, a loving mother, a generous neigh- 
bor, and a steadfast friend. The writer knew her in- 
timately. He spent much time in her home, enjoyed 
her outspoken friendship and her unstinted hospitality. 
She, her husband, and he became the closest of friends 
almost at the beginning of their acquaintance. That 
friendship has never weakened. x 

She and her husband obeyed the gospel and become 
Christians under the writer’s preaching a number of 
years ago. Here again she was true to her convictions, 
and died in the triumph of a living faith. 

1. “Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt 
be saved.” That she did, and the promise is hers. 


2. “Repent ye therefore, and be converted, that your 
sins may be blotted out, when the times of refreshing 
shall come from the presence of the Lord.” This she 
‘did, and the promise is hers. 

3. “If thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord 
Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God hath 
raised him from the dead, thou shalt be saved.” This 
she did, and the promise is hers. 

4. Jesus said: “Go ye into all the world, and preach 
the gospel to every creature. He that believeth and is 
baptized shall be saved.” This she did, and the prom- 
ise is hers. . 

5. “Blessed are they that do his commandments, that 
they may have right to the tree of life, and may enter 
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in through the gates into the city.” This she did, and 
the promise is hers. 

6. “Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee 
a crown of life.” This she did. The promise 1s 
hers. Itis enough. She is not lost—just gone before. 
She was a great sufferer here. Her sufferings are all 
over now. We rejoice to believe she sweetly rests in 
the paradise of God, awaiting the resurrection of the 
faithful. 


Just over there, just over there, 
Just over there, where the angels are, 
He'll bring us safely home at last. a 



























































